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FADE IN:

1 INT. MAMA'S HOUSE - DOWNSTAIRS KITCHEN - DAY 1

A very concentrated JENNIE sits at the kitchen table doing

the accounts for the quarry, while her mother, BEATRICE,

looks mighty upset, pacing the floor behind her.

BEATRICE

Where can they be? "Don't worry," he

told me: "Yeah, yeah, yeah, Saturday,

we'll finish putting up the gypsum

board."

Moving to face the kitchen sliding glass doors, Beatrice

stops to look outside, pass the veranda, to the front yard

driveway. She turns her head toward the living room, its

walls plainly lacking plasterboard. There, standing in the

corner next to the fireplace, her droopy-eyed son, LUKE,

faces their naked plasticity.

BEATRICE (CONT'D)

(shouting)

Luke! Mama needs help. Do you hear

me?

Luke ignores his mother's plight and continues to make a

racket, playing his electric guitar.

BEATRICE (CONT'D)

(even louder)

Will you cut out that awful noise?

(after a beat) You're driving me

crazy.

Beatrice moves away from the sliding glass doors, making her

way back to the kitchen window, where she continues to scope

the grounds for the return of her husband and eldest son.

BEATRICE (CONT'D)

Damn these men! Promises, just empty

promises, it burns me up. Don't they

realize the importance of keeping up

with appearances? The loan officer

is coming next week to inspect the

property and we've got nothing done.

To worsen the matter, Luke turns on the radio and plays it

loud, trying to mimic the music on it.  Yet, even with the

added noise, calm and collected, Jennie remains impervious

to the ruckus.  Not so with Beatrice, she reaches her boiling

point and explodes:



BEATRICE (CONT'D) 

Goddamn it, Luke! How many times 
have I told you: "Keep the noise 
down?" For once in your life, you 
could listen to your Mama. 

Oblivious to his mother's suggestion, Luke persists with the 
strumming of his crude instrument, mockingly imitating his 
favorite musician with a cool hand, that is, not until his 
mother yells out: 

BEATRICE (CONT'D) 

(stomping her foot) 

Stop making that infernal noise! 
(after a beat) You're killing my 
ears. 

LUKE 

(yelling back) 

All right, I hear you. 

Luke throws up his hands in a sign of surrender. 

LUKE (CONT'D) 

I give up. 

The commotion doesn't disturb Jennie, not even a bit. Looking 
down at the ledger and still frustrated with her tabulation,  
she bites the tip of her pencil. 

BEATRICE 

(exasperated) 

The walls must get done by this 
weekend. That leaves me ... 
(pausing to think) 

Early next week to paint them. 

Feed up with her household stalemate, Beatrice prepares to 
go out.  She grabs her garden bag, a huge pouch decorated 

with floral designs, it hangs on a chair next to her daughter. 
Meanwhile, a determined Luke sits in a rocking chair next to 
the fireplace, where, to kill time, he buries himself in an 
Archie's comic. But reading quietly bores him, lacking the 
concentration he intermittently eyeballs his most deafening 
instrument, as he patiently waits for his mother to leave. 
Then, a break in concentration, Jennie finally reacts when 
Beatrice moves in to face her. 

BEATRICE (CONT'D) 

(holding her daughter's 
chin) 

I'm leaving, Bumpkin. 

Beatrice moves closer and gently kisses her daughter on the 
cheek. Jennie looks up, taking the pencil out from her mouth.
 



BEATRICE (CONT'D) 
Later, Sweetheart!  Now I'm going to 
the pit to fetch your father and 
brother.  
Beatrice smiles and thanks her thoughtful and most poised 
daughter.  Immediately, Jennie's attention returns with a 
deliberate fixation to the paperwork spread over the kitchen 
table.  Then, the protectress mother straightens herself up 
to address her worrisome son, Luke.   

BEATRICE (CONT'D) 
(speaking calmly) 
Luke! Mama is going out now. Take 
care of your sister. 
Calmly, Jennie twirls her beautiful blond hair with her index 
finger, seemingly not hearing a word of what her mother is 
saying.  Awhile, Luke smirks sarcastically in his mother's 
direction, before dropping his head down to return to his 
questionable reading. 

BEATRICE (CONT'D) 
(doubtingly) 
Yeah! 
Jennie taps the ledger with the tip of her pencil. 

2 EXT. QUARRY - BLUFF OVERLOOKING THE PIT - DAY 2 
It's a clear day with mostly blue sky when Beatrice arrives 
at the quarry. A cool breeze blows through her hair, making 
it sway just so gently. The sun warms her face, she lifts it 
up, wanting more of its golden rays.  The tall, black hair 
woman in a flowery dress moseys about quite nonchalantly, 
following the road at the edge of the pit. She soon changes 
mood when the breeze, mixing with bird songs and the chirps 
of crickets from surrounding woods, turns into a whispering 
zephyr, an intoxicating sound elixir wholly different from 
the noise she left back at her house.  Entranced by nature's 
orchestra, Beatrice wanders off picking wild flowers, before 
visiting her husband in an area of the pit, where, to her 
knowledge, dynamite blasting has presumably subsided. 

3 EXT. QUARRY - DYNAMITE BLASTING AREA - DAY 3 
Unknown to her, Henri prepares for another blasting job, 
plugging electrical wires to a hand-held plunger.  

4 INT. FRANK'S TRAILER AT THE QUARRY - DAY 4 
Inside his field trailer at the quarry, her eldest son, FRANK, 
a lowly guard and competent medic at the facility, talks on 
the phone to a prospective investor. Instead of performing 
his normal safety duties, the ambitious fellow acts cocky 
like a big shot, promenading round and round, like a roster 
in a hen house.  



Yet, his sale's pitch to the investment banker is pompously 
convincing: 

FRANK 

(talking on the phone) 

I can guarantee your investment firm 
full collateral, when my proposal is 
accepted. Absolutely, complete 
authority. 

5 EXT. QUARRY - BLUFF OVERLOOKING THE PIT - DAY 5 

Meanwhile, Beatrice admires the panoramic view atop a bluff 
rimming the quarry, where she picks flowers near the edge of 
the pit. 

6 EXT. QUARRY - DYNAMITE BLASTING AREA - DAY 6 

Henri prepares for a routine explosion by first calling for 
the caution horn to blow. Then, after a timely protocol, he 
pulls up on the plunger, waits for a moment, and pushes it 
down hard and fast. The sound of a huge explosion "Ka-bang" 
propagates outward, following behind the shock-wave. 

7 INT. FRANK'S TRAILER AT THE QUARRY - DAY 7 

Frank, still on the phone with his client, hears the blast 
and then a high-pitched scream, mixed with the low-rumbling 
sounds of the vibrating trailer. Startled, he performs the 
emergency protocol of sounding the alarm before rushing out 
to investigate. 

8 EXT. QUARRY - DYNAMITE BLASTING AREA - DAY 8 

In a safety area at the far end of the quarry, Henri hears 
the alarm and bolts away from the blast area, heading for 

the trailer. Reaching higher ground, he sees Frank running 
toward the body of a woman, laid out on her back and facing 
the sky, but still motionless at the bottom of the pit. 

9 EXT. QUARRY - BOTTOM OF THE PIT - DAY 9 

Frank arrives there first, discovering she's his mother. 

FRANK 

(running up to his 
mother) 

Stay still! Don't move Mama! 

Beatrice gasps for air as she awakens from the shock of her 
fall.  Frank kneels next to her, brushing the sand off her 
face. She moans as tears roll down her cheek. Then, Henri 

arrives all out of breath. He pushes Frank out of the way, 
his son pleading:



FRANK (CONT'D) 

(addressing his father) 

Don't move her! 

Yet, by this time, Beatrice has her arms stretched out, her 

head slightly raised. Looking toward her frantic husband, 

she barely voices the words: 

BEATRICE 

(barely audible) 

Take me home.        

10 INT. MAMA'S HOUSE - UPSTAIRS BEDROOM - DAY 10 

Beatrice lies in bed with no serious injury, just a few nicks 

and bruises marking her face. Yet, she is very sick, for the 

pale looking woman agonizes with her breathing, just as she 

did before when she laid flat at the bottom of the pit. 

Frank, a former platoon medic, stands guard nursing his ailing 

mother. He still wears his old army dog tags around his neck, 

they entangle the stethoscope he uses to listen to her heart, 

almost strangling its rubber hoses during his quick diagnosis. 

Just like it was in Vietnam, as it is here and now, death is 

his business, and upon hearing the swishes and murmurs of an 

irregular heartbeat, an ambitiously determined look suddenly 

moves across his face. Ghoulishly, Frank tries to hide his 

most inappropriate excitement.  

Then, a knock at the door is heard. The heartless man turns 

around to see an angelic Jennie, as she enters her mother's 

bedroom. 

Beatrice awakens from her stupor upon hearing Jennie's voice. 

BEATRICE 

(speaking weakly) 

Jennie, my angel, Mama needs you. 

Beatrice stretches out her hands like she did to Henri at 

the pit, prompting Jennie to come closer. Standing there in 

second place and looking rather useless, Frank's previous 

excitement turns to jealousy. Resolute to be number one, he 

tries to divert the matriarch's attention: 

FRANK 

(shifty eyed) 

Mama! It's your heart. 

After moving to her bedside, Jennie, her face filled with 

compassion, caresses her mother's forehead, every stroke of 

her hand appears to make Beatrice's pain go away.  But all 

of those gestures, "laying on of hands" and "deeply intimate 

touching," make Frank furious, so much so, that he moves in 

closer, pushing Jennie away:



FRANK (CONT'D) 

(trying to control) 

You should be in a hospital. 

Yet, his seemingly caring demeanor changes after he turns to 

walk away. His eyes roll up and an evil smirk moves across 

his face, as if he wished her dead. 

BEATRICE 

(agonizing from the 

thought) 

People die there. 

Jennie returns to her mother's bedside and sees her with an 

outstretched arm, trying to reach the drawer positioned below 

the night table. She hurries to help her get a small box out 

from the drawer. Then Jennie removes a letter from the box 

and attempts to hand it to her. 

But her mother's hand opens just long enough, only to fall 

totally limp onto the bedside.  

By this time, her daughter is fully in tears. Jennie throws 

herself over her mother's body, dropping the letter from her 

hand. Desperate, she tries to revive her, first by rubbing 

her face to make her see, and then her ears to make her hear.  

Yet, her beloved madonna dies in her arms, the horror of it 

so great, Jennie's wailing becomes barely audible. 

True to form, Frank returns to her bedside where he picks up 

the letter, pausing for a moment he hesitates.  Then he walks 

away, leaving Jennie to mourn, silently.  

11 EXT. MAMA'S HOUSE - VERANDA - DAY 11 

Frank steps onto the veranda but never mentions about the 

bad news; instead he speaks to his father about his plans to 

renovate the facilities at the quarry: 

FRANK 

Listen Pop!  I've been talking to 

this banker who's willing to give us 

a low interest loan to modernize our 

equipment. 

HENRI 

Later, Son! 

FRANK 

He asked if I had collateral and I 

said "yes." 

Henri angrily rebukes his pretentious son for jumping the 

gun on a deal he doesn't have the authority to make.



 
HENRI 
(shaking his head) 
God knows I tried to raise you right. 

Somehow you got your mother spooked 
with this loan officer, who is 
supposed to come to the house next 
week. But that's all changed now. 
Mark my words: "You won't get what 
you want." 
Henri turns to spit, nearly striking his predatory son in 

the process. 

HENRI (CONT'D) 
(disgusted with him) 
A big shot you've become.  God help 

us! You'll get what's rightly coming 

to you. Until then, you keep away 

from me. 

12 INT. MAMA'S HOUSE - DOWNSTAIRS KITCHEN - DAY 12 
Frank returns inside the house to read the instructions 

written in the letter. At some point, he stops at the kitchen 

table, puts the letter down, and dials the phone. 

FRANK 
(talking on the phone) 
Hello!  May I speak to his Honor the 

Judge? Tell him Bee died. Medic Frank 

Gatlin. Yes, I'll wait. 

13 INT. MAMA'S HOUSE - UPSTAIRS BEDROOM - DAY 13 
Still in her mother's bedroom, Jennie prepares her Mama for 
a traditional wake. She gently washes her face and then her 
hands, repeating the process several times over.  Quietly, 

like a protecting angel, she stands guard over her beloved 
Mama. 

14 EXT. MAMA'S HOUSE - VERANDA - DAY 14 
Hot tempered and mad, Frank rushes out of the kitchen and 
onto the porch, nearly unhinging the front door of the house 
in the process.  Then, he continues to move with great fury 
to confront his father on the verandah.  There, the foolish 
man curses both of his parents, first his dead mother and 
then his bereaved father, with some most hellish words: 

FRANK 
(shouting loudly) 
That bitch just had to go against 
tradition and you  (leaning over and 
pointing with his finger)  stupid 
bastard let her. What kind of father 
are you? Goddamn you! 
(MORE)



FRANK (CONT'D) 

(after a beat) 

None of us are invited to the reading 

of the will. 

His father gets up from his seat, strongly shaking his head 
in admonishment to his son's idiocy. Frank is ready to cuss 
out his father even further, for letting his mother betray 
his ancestral rights, but he seems transfixed by Henri's 

towering posture. Proxy to God's wrath, standing on the 

veranda, Henri speaks: 

HENRI 

(looking up to Heaven) 

What kind of father?  A good one God 

willing, but the question is: "What 

kind of son would curse the memory 

of his dead mother?" 

(taking a drink) 

May God have mercy on your soul, 

Frank! 

Henri walks off in total revulsion to his son's inexcusable 
behavior. 

15 INT. NOTARY'S OFFICE - DAY 15 

In the office of the Notary Attorney, his Honor the Judge 

begins to read Beatrice's last will and testimony.  
Bereaved, Jennie sits quietly in front of his large wooden 
desk, her face sadden from the dreadful affair. She turns 

her head to watch a sign interpreter translating into deaf 
language the final wishes of her mother, for Jennie is a 

deaf handicap person. She is taken aback when she sees the 
signer gesture that she is to become the sole owner of the 
large, industrial mining complex, which rightly belonged to 
her mother, Beatrice Gatlin. 

His Honor the Judge tips his head just so slightly forward 
to honor her in her newly acquire socioeconomic position, as 
he continues reading the conditions further described in her 
mother's will.  As we come to the story's end, the image of 
wild flowers, Beatrice's favorites, is held onto the screen 
as the will's conditions are heard during the beginning of 
the end credits. 

FADE OUT. 
                          THE END


